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clearly visible in all the others. Not a muscle
quivered in that immovable face. The anxious and
inquiring looks that met him were defeated by that
stony mask. He chafed his thin hands together as
though they were cold, and bowed stiffly and non-
committally to all his colleagues. Did he not feel that
in all those eyes that centred on him was written at
large the question: Does he belong to us or to the
others ?

The man on whom the fate of Germany depended,
had assumed with even more than usual intensity his
well-known sphinx-like expression, so familiar on the
Eastern front, as he disappeared into the council-
chamber behind the short animated form of the
President of the Reich. He dropped into his chair
without a word, folded his arms across his chest; the
light caught in the circle of his monocle made it look
like a shield over his eye, while the other stared, blue
and piercing, into the room. He merely bent his small
head, lightly flecked with grey at the temples, a little
forward to listen to the report on what had happened,
which he did not interrupt with any question. The
sound of Stresemann's voice had long since died away,
and General von Seeckt was still silent. For the
fraction of a minute he shut his expressionless eyes, and
the others present were suddenly seized with the
distracted notion that all their agitation, the fear that
shook them, the anxiety for the morrow that tore their
nerves, were feelings that did not touch him. The
tension grew until it was almost unbearable. Had he
really been silent for so long, or had the minutes drawn
out into eternities ? Ebert could endure it no longer;
he jumped up and began to stride up and down the